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struck Hardie a mortal blow. He sent his
thoughts back to the Congress of the ec Inter-
national " during the Russo-Japanese War, when
the Russian and Japanese delegates embraced in
public. That, he had said exultantly, was worth
living for. Now all his hopes were broken. " If
there is such a thing as what the theologians call
sinning against the Holy Ghost/3 he murmured,
" our International Socialist movement is guilty
of it."
Amid what he called " the roar and song of a
war-maddened people" he shrank more and
more into himself. He was denounced as a
traitor ; he was hooted and mobbed in his Welsh
constituency. Most bitter experience of all, some
of his friends fell away. When Morley asked him
if his sickness of body was caused by the War
weighing upon soul or spirit, he smiled a vague
assent. For rather more than a year he lingered
under the death-stroke he had received. " I am
not able to fight through this, as I did through
the Boer War," he lamented. At the last meeting
of the I.L.P. Council which he attended he fell
asleep like a tired^child. In September 1915, his
life flickered out.
To die of a broken heart is little more than a
phrase. Hardie died of blows to his constitution
that he himself had inflicted in selfless devotion to
his aims. They would not have killed him at
fifty-nine had he been able still to struggle against
their effects. If the heart is the seat of courage,
his courage failed because his heart was sore